A Conciliating Comfort 


Author: appetiteformegadeth 

Bands: Megadeth 

Characters: Dave Mustaine, David Ellefson 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Mar 18 2014 11:31:50 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


A Conciliating Comfort 


Author's Notes: 
Hey guys :) so this was supposed to be a cute and fluffy story, but with my mood, it went the total opposite 


direction. It\'s very different and all but.. | don\'t know, | hope someone can enjoy it. Love you all :) <3 


A Conciliating Comfort 

(Dave Mustaine/David Ellefson) 
Mustaine's POV: 

Failure. 


Every time | try to do something it just falls through my hands then comes back up to slap me in the face. 


Its as if my life is my own worst enemy. 


| read over the paper that crinkled in my shaking, sweaty hands. 


"Top Hot Mainstream Rock Artists 
of 1999 


l- Creed 
2- Metallica 
LJ" 


My heart dropped down to the darkest depths of the abyss, sinking to a state of no return. Had all of my 


hard work brought me here? 


My entire body burned and shook. Beads of perspiration began to build upon my forehead. | ran a hand through 
my hair and took a huge breath. 


"Risk" had indeed been a risk. Not only have | completely strayed from my metal roots, but "Risk" was put 
together with creativity all to fail. 


All to fail to Metallica. You know, it was Lars who told me that | should take more "risks" with my music in the 
first place. | wonder if this is what he had in mind. This new sound. Or my failure. 


| realized that | had been sitting in the same position for awhile now. | was in the studio, alone, looking at 


paperwork and what not, all to find this. 
| felt like | couldn't breathe. | had to get out. 


| left the studio, and walked outside, welcomed by dark clouds closing in on me and heavy, cold rain pouring 


down on me. Great. 

Fucking loser. 

Everything you do falls short. 

Every. 

Fucking. 

Time. 

| felt tears build in my eyes. 

Ever since the beginning. You've always been the reject. 


They slowly spilled over, down my cheeks. 


The Odd Man Out. 
My tears flowed even heavier and the darkness felt as if it was closing in on me more and more. 
THE SECOND PLACE. 


The voices in my head won. | couldn't even breathe. The pressure surrounding me made me feel like the 


weakest thing on this planet. 


Covered in rain and sweat, blood running down my chin from biting my lips so hard; shaking and sobbing like a 


lunatic. 

| ran. 

| didn't know where | was going. And | didn't care. 

| needed to escape. 

Thunder roared around me and lightening illuminated the sky. 
Keep running fool. 

My feet pounded the cracked pavement which soon met an end. An edge. An edge of a bridge. 
What are you waiting for? 

| looked down and realized how high up | was. 

You should just end it all-- 

"AHHHHI! SHUT UPIll" But the voices wouldn't stop. 


WHO DO YOU THINK YOU ARE YOU'VE BEEN AROUND ALL OF THIS TIME AND WHAT HAVE YOU ACCOMPLISHED 
YOU WASTE OF SPACE YOU ARE WORTH NOTHING LOSER FOOL FAILURE 


"P-Please s-stop.." 
| fell to my knees sobbing. 
The voices were right, but | did not want to end it all.. 


Or did 1? 


At that point, | heard shouts and sirens. | opened my swollen eyes to see a crowd that had formed on the 
street beneath me. 


| couldn't take it anymore. 

| stood up and slowly walked closer to the edge 

There you go. 

Three more steps. 

Almost there, fuck-up. 

Two more steps. 

Just do it 

One more step 

| could subconsciously feel the rush of the fall, my eyes closed, gliding down, flying to my final fall 
"WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?! 


Reality. | opened my eyes to see a frantic Junior through my blurred vision. his arms were wrapped around 


me, picking me up off the ground, carrying me back towards a car. 
"Dave. Dave! Please say something, you're scaring me!" 

| couldn't speak. | couldn't breathe. | couldn't see. 

Everything just went black. 

KEKEKE 

| slowly opened my eyes to be greeted by a light. 

| wasn't dead. 

It wasn't a bright light, so | wasn't in a hospital. 


It was a warm light, and | was in a warm bed. 


| glanced around a little, and recognized that | was in Junior's bedroom. 
Oh, Junior. 


He was always looking out for me. | couldn't ask for anything more, or anything better. Not only was he the 


love of my life, but now he had saved my life. 

| hated the sadness | saw on his face back at the bridge. 

Would | really desert my Junior? 

But the voices..the reports..everything.. 

It was as if it was inevitable. 

A small silver tear swam down my face. It was too painful to even think about. 
"You gave me quite a scare today." 


| looked over to see Junior standing at the door. He walked over with a mug in his hands and sat beside me. He 


handed me the mug, which was filled with hot chocolate covered in whipped cream and marshmallows. 


As | sipped the warm drink, Junior stared at me. | looked at his eyes, and saw that they were red and puffy. | 
quickly looked away. He had been crying. And it was all of my fault. 


More tears came down my face. | tried to hide them by looking down and letting my long, red hair swing in my 


face. 


But then, Junior moved my hair out of my face. He put his hand under my chin and moved my head so that | 


was facing him directly. 

"You ready to talk about it?" 

Was |? | didn't even want to think about it. 

"LI don't know." 

"You don't know what, Dave? You don't know if you want to talk? Or you don't know why you almost k-killed--" 


Junior began to choke on his words but tried to keep his emotions under control. | couldn't bear to see him like 


this. 


"Look, Dave. No one just..does something like this unless they were really feeling something. Something terrible. 


For a long time." 

How right he was! It was true. All of my anger just built up from the time | was a little kid, never being able 
to fit in anywhere, up to now, falling behind in defeat by my opponents, who | used to love like brothers, once 
more.. 

"Dave. Honey, please talk to me. You need to talk." 

| kept looking down 

"I'm a failure, Junior." 

Junior stared at me, almost completely shocked. 

"What?" 

"| said I'm a failure, and you know it's true. This band is going nowhere. Wait, scratch that- its going down. I'm 
dragging it down with me. | try to be innovative, try to do something different, and what do | get? That's right, 
more failure! Its like | was set up to fail. ‘Do something different, Dave. Be creative, Dave. Take more risks, 
Dave: Risk indeed. | feel like | was just set up to fail--" 

"Enough with all of this failure talk!" Junior yelled. "It's not true! And where is this even coming from?" 


| pulled the paper out of my pocket. | was surprised that it was still there. 


Junior took it out and read it over. He then crumbled it up and tossed it into a nearby waste bin. He took a 


deep breath, and looked up, as if seeking guidance from a higher power. 

"So you're just gonna let some little chart define who you are, Dave? Huh?" 

He pulled my face towards him. 

"Look at me!" 

| slowly looked up at him, fighting back more tears. 

"Are you, Dave? You know, you can't live your whole life trying to please everyone, killing yourself to stay on 
top, being tortured to make sure that you keep up with Metallica or whoever else you feel pressured by. You 
are Dave Mustaine. You are unique. You are special. Megadeth is your band. It is unique and it is special. There 
is only one standard it should be held up to, and that is your own Let your mind and heart be free, Dave, and 


everything else will fall into place, | promise you." 


Junior kissed my forehead and then held me in his arms. 


"You are amazing, Dave. Never forget that." 


| felt a huge grin spread over my face, as more tears rolled down my cheeks. | pressed myself closer into 


Junior's embrace. 

"Thank you, Junior. | don't know where I'd be without you." 

"Nor | without you. So don't ever try anything like that again, okay love?" 
"| love you, Junior." 

‘| love you too, Dave." 


We laid down on the bed, still wrapped in each other's arms. | felt so safe and protected with Junior. He always 
reminded me that | was important, and made me feel that | really did have something to offer to this world. 


We drifted off to sleep in our embrace, comforted by each other's presence. 


